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/ 

Toike  Oike 


Editorial 


After  careful  examination  and 
consideration  of  the  candidates 
contesting  the  SAC  Presidency,  we 
at  the  Toike  Oike  have  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  the  Smith- 
Bark  in- Seeman  ticket  is  the  only 
logical  choice. 

Only  one  ticket  has  the 
experience.  Only  one  ticket  has  the 
drive.  Only  one  ticket  has  the 
commitment.  Unfortunately.  Bernard 
Wong  isn't  running  any  more,  so 
well  have  to  settle  for  Smith- 
Barkin-Seeman. 

Who  wants  to  make  SAC  more 
visible  to  students  ...  by  painting  the 
dome  fluorescent  green? 
Smith-Barkin-Seeman. 

Who  wants  to  turn  the  front  Campus 
into  a low-level  nuclear  waste  site? 
Smith-Barkin-Seeman. 

Who  wants  to  put  hinges  on  Con  Hall 
to  convert  it  into  Toronto's  first 
retractable  domed  stadium? 

You  guessed  it. 
Smith-Barkin-Seeman. 

And  if  elected,  they  promise  to  make 
the  below-average  student  pay  less 
tuition.  Those  who  get  less  out  of 
their  education,  should  have  to  put 
less  into  it. 

On  March  13th  and  14th,  vote  to  cut 
the  fat  off  SAC.  Choose  Fun!  Choose 
Smith-Barkin-Seeman. 


CHOOSE 


APOLOGY 


We  apologize  most  sincerely  to 
those  of  you  who  have  bought  this 
book  under  the  impression  that  it 
was  in  any  way  connected  with  the 
engineering  magazine  "The  Toike 
Oike.”  This  was  due  to  an  error  in  the 
printing  stage  of  the  book  cover.  This 
book  is  in  fact  entitled: 

"American  Mechanics:  A road  map 
guide  to  the  50  quantum  states.” 
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Chapter  One 


Space  Time,  Swiss  Cheese 
and  Paisley 


With  characteristic  disregard  for  public  image  and  common 
decency,  John  Turner  struggled  with  his  collar,  and  violently  cleared 
his  throat  for  several  seconds.  "...And  in  conclusion,  have  I made 
myself  clear?" 

Leaning  over  the  edge  of  the  podium,  he  was  just  in  time  to  see 
a stout  Portugese  cleaning  woman  sweeping  away  his  tonsils  and  a 
small  bit  of  Salisbury  steak.  The  stupid  audience  applauded,  and  a 
pleased  look  crossed  Turner's  face  as  it  dissolved  into  a matrix  of 
coloured  dots,  and  then  black -grey ness. 

Garbage,  thought  Tundra,  as  he  shut  the  TV  off. 

He  brushed  an  unsteady  hand  through  his  thickish  curly  hair 
and  plopped  onto  the  squattish,  ugly-red-corduroy  couch. 

Soldier  of  fortune  Tundra  Knish  was  feeling  vaguely  unhappy 
and  listless,  and  it  did  not  sit  well  with  his  vigorous  Jewish-Eskimo 
heritage.  It  was  the  sort  of  depression  that  comes  over  you  on  a 
Sunday  afternoon,  when  all  your  friends  are  out  of  town,  and  you 
get  two  phone  calls.  One  is  from  a market  research  company  asking 
your  opinion  on  sugarless  gum,  and  the  other  is  a wrong  number.  It 
was  also  a bit  like  the  unsettling  feeling  one  gets  when  unrolling  a 
condom  out  to  its  full  length. 

He  wanted  to  talk  to  someone;  so  he  went  to  the  bathroom  and 
started  brushing  his  teeth.  Within  seconds,  the  phone  rang. 

"Hullo?",  spoke  Tundra,  in  his  paradoxically  deep  yet  nasal 
voice.  A dribble  of  toothpaste  started  spiralling  its  way  down  the 
phone  cable. 

"Hot  tips,  Tun!  Yer  gonna  flip  over  this  one!"  It  was  Weez,  the 
over  enthusiastic  sidekick  every  die  hard  adventurer  is  cursed  with. 
Tundra's  spirits  sank  a bit  lower. 
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"Oh  yeah?"  he  said  cynically.  Weez's  last  hoi  lip  had  lefl 
Tundra  lied  lo  a small  oulcrop  of  basall  in  Tel  Aviv  for  three  days. 
But  this  is  not  that  story. 

"Tun,  listen.  We're  lalkin  galactic  here.  Like  spacetime  and 
Einstein  and  Asimov  and  stuff.  Gotta  git... meet  me  at  the  Zircon. 
Half-hour."  The  phone  was  hung  up  on  the  other  end  in  what  could 
only  be  described  as  sinister  fashion  (not  to  be  confused  with  Sinister 
Fashion,  according  to  Lee  Carter,  "the  latest  crop  of  swaggering 
Echo-clones"). 

Tundra  found  himself  staring  at  his  cold  grilled  cheese 
breakfast.  His  stare  shifted  to  an  empty  plastic  cheese  package,  and 
he  pondered  the  fact  that  it  said  Swiss  Cheese  in  both  French  and 
English,  was  made  in  the  USA  and  printed  in  Japan.  He  hung  up  the 
phone  and  thought,  "I  don't  need  this." 

Suddenly,  from  no  apparent  source,  a voice  whispered  close  to 
his  ear,  "Tundra  you’re  a goof.  A blatant  flaming  goof.  You  haven't 
been  on  a hair-raising  adventure  for  weeks!  Get  off  your  ass  and  do 
it!  " Tundra  did  not  yet  know  it,  but  he  was  currently  being 
subjected  to  a battery  of  psychological  tests  by  a hyper-galactic  grad 
student  somewhere  in  the  Magellanic  Cluster,  who  was  weeks  behind 
in  his  master's  thesis.  These  tests  tended  to  drive  their  subjects  to 
depression  and  eventual  insanity;  however,  this  did  not  perturb  the 
Scholars  of  Qlar,  as  Qlarans  are  amongst  two  species  in  the  Galaxy 
whose  consciences  reside  in  their  fingernails.  The  Qlars  are 
manically  occupied  with  personal  hygiene. 

Merra  suddenly  walked  in  the  door. 

"Tun!  What’s  going  on  here?  You  look  awful.  This  whole  place 
looks  awful.  What  a mess."  Tundra  and  Merra  had  alternately 
been  companions  and  enemies,  ever  since  they  were  both  knee  high 
to  a person  of  moderate  height  and  weight. 

Merra  began  picking  up  old  TV  guides  and  empty  packets  of 
Swiss  cheese  off  the  floor.  "This  is  just  awful!  What  have  you  been 
doing  with  yourself?" 

Tundra  slumped  into  the  couch  and  felt  awful.  "Thanks  a heap. 
I'm  so  depressed  I'm  starting  to  hear  voices,  and  all  you  have  to  say 

is..." 

"Ok,  sorry.  Can  I use  the  phone?" 

Tundra  nodded  weakly. 

"This  is  awful.  Why's  there  toothpaste  all  over  the..." 

Before  she  could  finish  her  question,  another  improbable  event 
occured.  A young  man,  unremarkable  in  all  respects  except  for  the 
fact  that  he  was  wearing  trousers  that  could  have  upholstered  Queen 
Victoria's  sitting  room,  had  materialized  in  the  livingroom,  beside 
Tundra. 

Merra  gasped,  Tundra  gagged,  and  if  David  Niven  had  been  in 
the  room,  he  almost  certainly  would  have  exclaimed,  "Good  lord." 

"Oh  damn!",  the  newcomer  wailed.  "Damn  it  all." 

Tundra  managed  what  passed  for  an  authoritative  "Who  are 
you?",  and  if  any  distinguished  old  English  character  actor  had  been 
in  the  vicinity,  he  probably  would  have  added,  "and  what  the  devil 
are  you  doing  here?" 
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The  intruder,  realizing  he  had  no  choice  but  to  explain  himself, 
and  also  realizing  he  was  not  a very  convincing  liar,  told  the  truth. 


"I  was  almost  finished  the  last  of  the  moderate  personal  abuse 
tests  on  you,  when  a wormhole  opened  up  between  my  lab  on  Qlar 
and  your  livingroom,  you  see,  and  well,  frankly",  he  paused  for  a 
moment,  in  precisely  the  same  fashion  that  American  presidents 
pause  when  they  don't  know  the  answer  to  a question,  or  haven't 
heard  it  at  all,  "here  I am.  And  the  technicians  told  me  it  wouldn't 
happen  again." 

"You  mean  this  happens  all  the  time?"  sputtered  Merra. 

The  alien,  whose  name  was  Qlarence,  began  biting  his 
fingernails. 

"Well  not  with  this  particular  study.  But  just  last  month  I 
ended  up  face  to  face  with  an  evolved  form  of  what  you  might  label 
jellyfish,  you  see,  in  caves  three  miles  below  the  surface  of  an 
asteroid  in  Cygnus,  I think.  Yes  it  was  Cygnus.  An  undesirable 
situation,  if  you  know  anything  about  Cygnian  life  forms.  And  all 
for  the  sake  of... science."  He  paused,  then  continued  in  a more 
irritable  tone.  "Pah!  I should  have  been  an  ironing  board  salesman 
like  my  uncle  Qlem.  At  least  he  didn't..." 

"What's  this  'study'  business  all  about?"  Tundra  interrupted. 
You  studying  Earth  or  something?"  Like  a much  needed  stiff  drink, 
Tundra  grasped  the  new  idea  very  quickly.  His  depression  had 
vanished  since  the  arrival  of  its  source. 
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"Well,  actually,  I'm  studying  you.  *217846-84,  class  SM.  (SM 
stood  for  sub-moronic,  which  Tundra  never  found  out,  and  which 
was  just  as  well).  Cursory  study  revealed  you  to  be  an  ideal  subject 
for  neutrino-thought-pattern  transference,  so  you  were  chosen  to 
represent  Earth." 

"I  see",  said  Tundra,  who  didn't.  He  looked  at  Merra,  who 
looked  back  at  Tundra.  They  both  looked  at  Qlarence,  who  was 
looking  agitated. 

"If  it  wasn't  for..." 

The  words  rang  out  on  the  stiff  livingroom  air,  and  the  man 
from  Qlar  (or  'Klarr',  as  Tundra  thought),  vanished  in  a shimmer  of 
nothing. 

There  was  a brief  silence.  "Zowie",  whistled  Tundra.  "That 
was..."  he  fumbled  for  a word.  "...Neat!  Hey,  what's  that?"  Merra 
had  picked  up  a small  black  box,  about  the  size  of  a miniature  box  of 
Special  K,  slightly  smaller  than  a pimp's  wallet,  and  was  hefting  it 
gingerly. 

"Let's  see  it",  said  Tundra  politely.  He  grabbed  for  it  rudely. 

"Tun,  don't  fiddle  with  it.  You  don't  know  what  it  could  do." 

Tundra  fiddled,  until  a small  book  materialized  on  the  ceiling  of 
the  room,  just  above  him;  however  all  but  the  most  careful  of 
onlookers  would  have  sworn  that  it  had  materialized  on  the  carpet 
at  Tundra's  feet.  He  picked  it  up. 

"Instruction  Manual  for  'Micro-Quark™  S/T-Transport  Gizmo' 
model  2B-7",  read  Tundra.  "This  is  too  much!"  he  beamed.  He  looked 
like  a 12  year  old  about  to  open  his  first  copy  of  Swank. 

"For  shittsake,  read  it,"  said  Merra  anxiously. 


Though  most  advanced  civilizations  now  take  it  for  granted,  it  was  no  small  bonus  that  all 
transference  of  reading  material  through  the  spacetime  continuum,  included  a free  translation 
into  the  most  prominent  language  of  wherever  it  was  the  literature  was  being  delivered.  This 
had  been  part  of  a special  package  deal  which  6od  had  managed  to  swing  when  he  was  shopping 
for  universes.  The  deal  had  also  included  an  average  of  at  least  two  binary  star  systems  per 
cubic  mega-parsec  of  space,  and  a medium-sized  star  near  Gemini,  of  a colour  which  is  in  no 
way  describable  to  human  optic  nerves,  and  which  God  thought  rather  neat,  and  which  Asimov 
would  have  tried  to  describe  anyways. 


4 


"You  read  it.  I'm  having  too  much  fun."  He  tossed  the  pamphlet 
on  the  coffee  table,  and  continued  pushing  buttons,  turning  knobs, 
sliding  slides  and  toggling  toggles. 

Merra  read  the  instructions,  and  Tundra  created  havoc  with 
space-time;  or  at  least  as  much  havoc  as  Model  2B-7  and  four 
nine-volt  batteries  would  allow.  In  the  next  minute  or  so,  he 
managed  to  materialize  and  dematerialize  the  following  items  in  the 
livingroom:  a Hindu  ceremonial  headress,  from  Marks  and  Spencer 

(sans  Hindu);  a Perry  Como  cassette  of  old  Christmas  favourites;  a 
gaseous  being  from  a planet  which  had  no  name  ("what  was  that 
smell?"  asked  Merra),  and  which,  incidentally,  would  involve  into 
another  life  form  in  approximately  3 and  a half  million  years, 
which  resembled  nothing  so  much  as  Loblaw's  bulldog  Georgie  girl; 
and  a fork,  which  was  dematerialized  from  Tundra's  kitchen 
drawer,  rematerialized  under  the  couch,  and  dematerialized  back 
into  the  kitchen  drawer,  amongst  the  soup  spoons. 

Merra  spoke.  "I  think  I've  figured  out  how  it  works..." 

The  doorbell  rang,  and  the  room  exploded. 


Chapter  Two 

One  Crab  was  not  Green 


Merra  was  sure  she  was  dead,  or  at  least  in  a sound  proof 
game  show  booth  in  purgatory.  She  sensed  nothing  but  a spinning 
blackness,  followed  by  an  unbearable  whiteness.  This  was  followed 
by  a ghastly  shade  of  purple,  then  a rather  pleasant  turquoise,  and 
lastly,  an  agglomeration  that  would  have  rivalled  the  wildest  paisley 
ever  imagined  (which  was,  incidentally,  experienced  during  one  of 
Sigmund  Freud's  cocaine  hallucinations,  and  had  its  origins  in  the 
lining  of  a dinner  Jacket  worn  by  a guest  at  a cocktail  party  of  his). 

The  spinning  sensation  and  colours  subsided,  and  another 
hallucination  took  their  place:  approximately  a score  of  green, 
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crablike  creatures  were  dashing  and  jostling  around  what  appeared 
to  be  a platinum  indoor  jogging  track,  carrying  as  many  small 
pyramids  as  each  could  safely  balance  on  its  back,  and  each  clasped  a 
tiny  placard  in  one  of  its  claws,  which  bore  the  message  'Gratuitous 
Imagery',  in  block  letters  of  gold  fleck  on  a black  background. 

One  crab  was  not  green. 

She  felt  a prodding  sensation  in  her  side  and  brushed  away  a 
crab  in  horror.  The  prodding  continued.  She  was  about  to  scream, 
when  the  crustaceous  vision  vanished,  to  be  replaced  by  Tundra's 
unshaven  face. 

"You  Ok?" 

"Huhmm,  ahhmmm,  ohhhwhathappened..."  Merra  sat  up, 
looking  like  death  warmed  over.  Around  her  now  were  Tundra  and 
Tundra,  and  four  people  she  had  never  seen  before.  Two  of  them 
were  leaning  on  a pair  of  phone  booths.  In  the  middle  of  this  odd 
grouping  were  two  coffee  tables.  Traffic  buzzed  around  them. 

"You're  not  gonna  believe  this",  said  the  Tundri  to  Merra,  whose 
vision  was  slowly  coalescing,  "but..." 

"1  still  don't  believe  it",  whimpered  the  man  who  was  leaning 
against  what  was  left  of  Tundra's  front  door.  It  was  not  cold 
outside,  but  he  was  shaking  violently.  They  did  not  yet  know  it,  but 
this  was  Stig  Fuflaus,  the  third  least  successful  encyclopedia 
salesman  in  the  galaxy. 

"Stop  shakin  man.  Yer  makin  me  nervous."  Weez  adjusted  his 
tie  in  his  reflection  in  the  phone  booth. 

Seeing  that  no  one  was  going  to  help  her  up,  Merra  swayingly 
rose  to  her  feet. 

"This  thing",  continued  Tundra,  holding  the  strange  black  box  as 
though  it  were  a strange  black  box  that  deserved  a bit  of  respect, 
"will  take  you  where... and  when  ...you  want  to  go.  All  you  have  to 
do  is  think  about  it!  And  fiddle  with  the  right..." 

("No!  No  more  fiddling.  NO  MORE  FIDDLING!"  Tundra  sensed  a 
desperate  voice  in  his  inner  ear.  "Piss  off",  thought  Tundra  to 
Qlarence,  who  was  back  in  his  lab  on  Qlar,  wishing  he  had  never 
been  hatched). 

"I  was  just  thinking  about  what  Weez's  phone  call  was  all 
about,  when  I pressed  this  little  plaid  button  here",  Tundra  pointed 
an  indicative  finger  at  a button  which  was,  indeed,  laid  out  with  a 
small  plaid  sticker,  "and  zappo,  here  we  are,  with  Weez  just  about 
to  phone  me." 

"Yep.  Just  like  that",  Weez  croaked.  Merra  gave  Weez  a look 
normally  reserved  for  stale  hors  d'ouvres  found  under  the  couch 
after  parties. 

"Look",  piped  up  Stig,  wearing  his  neuroses  like  a well  tailored 
shirt,  "I  always  knew  that  selling  encyclopedias  was  risky 
business... at  best."  He  paused  to  check  that  his  shoelaces  were  done 
up.  "But  I find  this  extremely  disturbing.  How..." 

"C'mon",  chimed  in  Weez.  "Where's  yer  sense  of  adventure?" 

Stig  looked  behind  him,  then  down  at  his  shoes,  fished  for 
something  in  his  pocket,  and  then  fixed  his  gaze  on  nothing  in 
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particular.  "I  don't  know." 

Tundra  spoke.  "Well  find  one.  We've  gotta  save  the  universe  or 
something.  Eh  Weez?  Put  those  books  down.  And  stop  shaking!"  Stig 
stopped  shaking  and  started  trembling.  The  foursome  headed  down 
the  street  in  search  of  lunch,  leaving  behind  them  Tundra’s  coffee 
table,  two  Brittanica  samplers,  and  a grilled  cheese  sandwich  that 
only  Ethiopia  could  appreciate.  "I  could  eat  a horse",  whinnied 
Tundra.  Appropriately  enough,  they  found  a McDonald's. 

No  one  noticed  the  dark  stranger  who  had  stepped  out  of  his 
spaceship,  staring  after  the  adventurers  with  a pleased  look  on  his 
face.  No  one  was  looking. 


Chapter  Three 

The  Pan-Dimensional 
Caretaker  from  Earth 

The  universe  is,  in  many  ways,  like  an  omelette.  Stars  were 
yellow,  usually.  Omelettes  usually  were  too,  unless  they  were 
burnt.  You  could  put  almost  anything  into  an  omelette.  You  could 
put  absolutely  anything  in  the  universe. 

If  you  thought  hard  enough,  which  wasn't  very  hard,  really, 
the  universe  could  be  like  almost  anything.  Except  Elvis  Presley.  He 
was  unique,  in  his  prime,  and  there'll  never  be  anyone  like  him 
again.  Ever. 

Right  now,  little  H'aque  Chretien  thought  the  universe  was  a bit 
like  a headache.  Anyways,  it  gave  him  one  thinking  about  it.  He 
was  a well-designed  robot,  though,  and  within  microseconds,  his 
optimism  circuits  had  clicked  in,  and  all  was  well  in  his  silicon  head. 

This  did  not  relieve  the  fact  that  his  little  ship  was  doing  crazy 
spirals  uncomfortably  close  to  a rather  big  sun. 

"Whoa  boy",  clicked  H'aque.  The  ship  didn't  respond.  Fed  up 
with  being  a victim  of  centrifugal  force,  he  activated  his  magnetic 
heel  mechanism  and  promptly  clung  to  the  floor. 

The  ship  whooshed  through  the  tip  of  a solar  flare. 
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H'aque  clopped  over  lo  a control  panel,  slid  back  a bit  of  plastic 
sheeting,  and,  sighing  a sigh  of  genuine  exasperation,  he  reached  for  a 
winking  red  button. 

H’aque  was  a Pan-Dimensional  caretaker,  of  sorts,  and  was  the 
only  such  entity  ever  made  in  Labrador.  He  was  the  only  one  ever 
made  on  Earth,  for  that  matter. 

To  re-iterate.  H'aque  was  a Pan-Dimensional  caretaker,  of 
sorts.  He  was  pan-dimensional,  because  there  are  many  dimensions 
to  Reality,  and  he  could  trek  about  them  rather  freely.  Our  universe 
was  the  dimension  that  he  spent  most  of  the  time  in,  although  this 
was  not  strictly  true.  You  see,  a mathematician  named  Qed,  who 
lived  on  the  planet  of  mathematicians,  Ther-4,  proved  that  if  the 
speed  of  inter-galactic  mail  delivery  is  taken  as  a constant,  then  a 
Dimension  cannot  be  precisely  equivalent  to  a Universe.  Just  how 
they  differed  was  never  specified,  though  his  colleague,  Thus,  had 
postulated  the  existence  of  a Twilight  Zone  to  bridge  the  gap. 

Reality  needed  caretakers  like  H'aque,  chiefly  for  the  reason 
that  the  dimensions/universes  could  not  always  keep  to  themselves. 
Lee  Harvey  Oswald's  accomplice  was  never  found,  for  the  simple 
reason  that  he  had  been  whisked  off  to  another  universe  after  firing 
his  shots.  H'aque  was  still  looking  for  him. 

As  might  be  expected,  the  Bermuda  triangle  was  a hopeless 
mess,  and  a source  of  endless  misery  for  him.  And  at  the  official 
opening  of  a new  cricket  green  in  Sussex,  Queen  Elizabeth's  hat  was 
not,  as  reported  in  the  papers  the  next  day,  'Caught  by  a nasty  gust 
and  lost  in  the  crowd.'  It  had  in  fact  fallen  into  a dimension  where 
headgear  was  the  dominant  intelligence,  and  where  it  was  seduced 
by  a dashing  lime  green  fedora,  ultimately  giving  birth  to  the  famous 
yarmulka  quintuplets. 

His  job  was  to  track  down  such  bits  of  transdimensional  flotsam 
and  jetsam,  and  bring  them  back  to  wherever  they  had  vanished 
from  in  the  first  place.  Though  when  he  wasn't  doing  this,  he  got  a 
kick  out  of  fouling  up  the  plans  of  lunatic  space  villains,  just  so  he 
could  see  the  look  on  their  face  when  they  maniacally  screamed, 
"Meddling  robot!!" 

H'aque's  creator  was  a late-middle-aged  welfare-case-cum- 
scientist  living  in  Fort  Chimo.  It  was  always  very,  very  cold  in  Fort 
Chimo.  It  was  so  cold  that  even  the  snow  would  gladly  have  come 
inside  to  warm  up  for  a bit,  had  anyone  thought  to  offer. 

Like  Earth,  like  Labrador,  like  Fort  Chimo,  there  was  no  good 
reason  at  all  for  appointing  Claude  Chretien  as  the  creator  of  a 
Pandy-CT.  Why  the  Pandy-CTs  were  not  simply  made  in  one  place, 
and  distributed  dimensionally  afterwards,  was  a miracle  of  galactic 
red  tape  and  long-since-disproven  theories  of  economic  stability.  It 
was  like  growing  trees  in  British  Columbia  and  shipping  the  logs  to 
Japan  to  make  paper  so  that  Japanese  tourist  guides  could  be  printed 
up  in  Vancouver  and  sold  in  Norway.  But  a lot  worse. 

It  was,  however,  typical  of  the  workings  of  the 
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Trans-Dimensional  Governing  Body,  who  had  instilled  Claude's 
sluggish  brain  with  a modest  amount  of  hyper-intelligence,  given  him 
an  unlimited  charge  account  at  the  local  bank,  and  filled  his  liquor 
cabinet  with  Newfoundland  Screech. 

Claude  was  outside  one  day,  tending  his  rock  garden. 

"'ey  Claude.  Wach  you  h'up  to?"  Sylvain  Francouer  the  town 
derelict,  was  curious.  Curiously,  he  was  also  sober. 

"I  can't  tell  you."  This  was  true,  as  Claude  did  not  know  what 
he  was  doing.  He  only  knew  how  to  do  it,  and  that  he  had  to  do  it. 

"C'mon  Claude.  You  are  h'up  to  somet'ing.  You've  jus'  about 
bought  out  the  'ole  fucking  Radio  Shack.  Whach  you  h'up  to?" 

"Don'  bodder  me.  I am  'yper-intelligent.  Dat's  h'all  I know." 

"H'okay.  Be  like  dal." 

Sylvain  left  suddenly,  not  for  lack  of  further  curiousity,  but 
because  of  the  dozens  of  black  spiders  which  were  crawling  up  his 
legs.  Delirium  tremens  always  sent  him  running  to  the  local  LCBQ. 
Claude  continued  planting  rocks,  ignoring  the  damage  to  the 
permafrost. 

Six  months  later,  H'aque  woggled  out  of  the  front  door  of 
Claude's  hovel  and  stepped  into  a neat  little  orange  spaceship  that 
was  waiting  for  him.  The  Jasper-9  lifted  off  silently,  bringing  a tear 
to  Claude's  eye,  though  he  didn't  really  know  why.  The 


hyper-intelligence  was  gone,  the  Screech  was  finished,  and  Claude 
had  done  his  part,  more  than  his  part,  to  keep  Reality  running  Ok. 


"Merde!"  thought  old  man  Lemaire,  who  had  seen  the  bizarre 
event  outside,  and  had  a stroke. 

"Merde!"  thought  old  man  Lemaire's  soul,  as  it  rose  from  his 
body,  and  noticed  the  unfinished  drink  on  the  kitchen  table. 
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Anyways,  H'aquc  pushed  the  winking  red  button,  and  the 
looming  sun  winked  out  of  existence.  He  poked  a series  of  buttons 
and  shifted  a lever.  The  Jasper-9  stopped  spiralling  and  levelled  out 
into  a straight  line  path  once  again.  It  was  a supreme  violation  of 
his  basic  function  to  pandy  a sun;  but  then,  Asimov’s  Three  Laws  of 
Robotics  had  always  been  something  of  a joke  to  most  robots.  He 
picked  up  a well-thumbed  copy  of  Sex  Slaves  of  the  Astro  Mutants, 
by  Crad  Kilodney,  and  began  reading. 


Chapter  Four 

A Squalid  Party 


"Some  party!"  yelled  someone  in  Tundra's  ear. 

"What?" 

The  voice  repeated  its  message. 

"WHAT?" 

"SOME... PARTY...!"  it  redunded. 

"Fuck  off,  I'm  not  deaf."  Tundra  walked  away  into  the  crowd. 
Merra  saw  him  and  weaved  her  way  over. 

"I  don't  see  him,"  she  said. 

"What?  Oh  yeah.  Bugger." 

She  went  off  to  dance  with  a Eugene  Levy  look-alike. 

Back  on  Earth,  Weez's  hot  tip  had  amounted  to,  "Tun,  you'll 
thank  me  for  this  some  day.  Trust  me."  In  the  McDonald’s,  Weez 
had  grabbed  the  Gizmo,  pressed  the  plaid  button,  and  thought  real 
hard. 

Now  here  they  were  on  a planet  called  Squal,  more  billions  of 
miles  away  from  Earth  than  even  Carl  Sagan  could  shake  a stick  at. 

Tundra's  last  impression  of  Earth  had  been  the  sickly  munching 
sound  of  McDonald’s  patrons  trying  to  ingest  the  styrofoam  scented 
100%  reconstituted  animal  fat  fried  pseudo  food.  This  was  perhaps 
appropriate,  as  Tundra  had  found  that  many  things  about  Earth  had 
left  a bad  taste  in  his  mouth. 
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He  mentally  pissed  on  Weez,  for  not  telling  him  what  was  going 
on;  but  a party  was  a parly,  even  if  it  was  at  the  other  end  of  the 
galaxy.  Saving  the  universe,  or  whatever  it  was  he  was  here  for, 
would  have  to  wait. 

He  looked  around  the  room. 

Over  by  the  fake  fireplace,  a self-styled  intellectual 
pseudo-trendy  from  Soho-9  was  talking  to  a headbanger  from  Dzan. 
She  was  critically  acclaiming  some  obscure  cine-noir  film  made  on 
Saltorre-x,  and  he  was  trying  to  convince  her  to  buy  some  Dzuran 
Dzuran  album.  Her  fluorescent  clothes  could  have  lit  an  office 
building.  Having  nothing  in  common  besides  their  superficiality,  they 
excused  themselves  to  go  to  their  respective  washrooms,  where  they 
each  spent  the  next  twenty  minutes  with  their  Wacko-II  hair 
entropizers,  trying  to  make  their  hair  look  as  though  it  hadn't  been 
combed  for  a week. 

Against  the  far  wall  stood  a group  of  purple  Wagcommies,  whom 
no  one  had  invited,  and  no  one  would  talk  with.  There  were  few 
parties  in  the  Galaxy  that  they  hadn't  tried  to  put  a damper  on.  But 
everyone  knew  about  them  and  ignored  them. 

Tundra  made  his  way  to  the  kitchen.  A woman,  sitting  at  the 
kitchen  table,  seemed  to  be  comforting  a jittery  looking  fellow. 

"Tell  me  about  it.  I know  something's  troubling  you.  It's 
written  in  the  lines  of  your  face."  She  spoke  understandingly. 
Soothingly.  The  young  Altairian  sailor  was  tremulous  with  emotion. 
Words  came  in  a flood. 

"Iwantlobeuniquelwantlobedifferent.everyone’ssomuchthesameth 
esedays,it'ssohardtobeoriginalanduniqueandIwantitsobadly. . .is. . .it. . .too 
muchtooask?" 

"It's  a very  common  problem." 

"AGGGGH!  I didn'T  neED  THat!  That's  IT,  iT's  all  over. 
O-V-E-R.  I'm  going,"  he  paused  for  greater  dramatic  effect,  "to  KiLL 
myself!!"  He  ran  out  into  the  backyard,  sobbing,  and  splashed  into 
the  pool.  Much  to  his  dismay,  he  was  rescued  by  a compassionate 
Betelgeusian  jellyfish,  and  brought  back,  still  sobbing,  to  the  kitchen. 

"Here's  your  bill,"  spoke  the  woman,  in  sterner  tones  now. 
"Suicide  will  get  you  nowhere.  Next!"  A young  polysexual  from  Laq 
approached  timidly,  and  sat  across  from  her. 

"You  look  troubled,  young  man..." 

"What's  this  all  about?"  Tundra  asked  a convenient  stranger, 
The  stranger  looked  at  him  as  though  he  were  from  another  Galaxy. 

"She's  the  kitchen-party-psychiatrist,"  he  said  casually. 

****** 

Beings  danced. 

Beings  laughed. 

Beings  cavorted. 

Beings  staggered  and  crashed  into  tables.  Some  slipped  quietly 
under  them. 

"Hey  Doug!"  Tundra  bellowed  to  someone  on  the  other  side  of  the 
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room.  A character  who  looked  like  the  type  to  go  into  a pizza  joint 
and  order  eight  slices,  sidled  over. 

"Do  i know  yoo?"  he  drawled. 

"No.  You  just  look  like  a Doug.  That’s  all." 

"But  you  gnu  my  name,"  he  drawled. 

"Piss  off.  Go  get  a $6  hair  cut." 

"But..." 

"No  huts.  Piss  off." 

Doug  walked  away,  not  knowing  what  just  happened,  or  why  it 
had.  Merra  had  seen  the  episode. 

"That  was  cruel."  She  stalked  off  to  get  a drink. 

"Nothing  like  a little  abuse,"  thought  Tundra,  and  he  stalked  off 
to  get  a drink. 

Stig  was  in  one  corner  of  the  room,  by  the  speakers,  underneath 
some  potted  plants  which  sat  on  particle  board  shelving.  He  was  still 
sitting  in  the  orange  and  brown  plastic  McDonald's  chair  that  he  had 
been  transported  with,  and  was  talking  with  a girl  from  Terril-B. 
He  was  still  trembling,  although  some  Tranquilang  gin  had  done 
much  to  allay  his  random  vibrations. 

"Yes,  well  it  pays  the  rent."  Stig  was  speaking. 

"Hmmm?  Oh  yes,  I do  too." 

"What?" 

"I  said  I do  too.” 

"Oh". 

"That's  nice." 

"What  is?" 

"Who?" 

"What?" 

"Nevermind." 

At  this  moment,  Stig  was  thinking  that  small  talk  was  the  bane 
of  the  universe,  though  in  fact,  galactic  surveys  (and  Family  Feud), 
had  shown  that  the  number  one  bane  of  the  Universe  was  the 
mutual  driveway.  Number  two  was  the  neigh1  jur's  dog,  or 
equivalent  pet.  Small  talk  did  not  even  make  an  appearance  before 
the  low  twenties. 

The  party  had  been  slowly  crescendoing  its  way  to  a climax, 
and  it  seemed  that  the  moment  that  most  people  had  forgotten,  and 
wouldn't  care  about  if  they  had  remembered,  was  near  at  hand.  The 
sound  system  reverberated  to  the  cheese-grating  disso.  jnce  of  Squish 
Squal  and  the  Squids.  The  party  was  nominally  to  commemorate  the 
opening  of  a new  bridge,  but  most  guests  were  concerned  only  with 
the  opening  of  the  nearest  bottle  of  Tranquilang  gin. 

An  overweight,  balding  man  in  a very  poorly  fitted  tuxedo,  who 
looked  like  nothing  so  much  as  a 'Before'  photo,  now  wheezed  up  to 
the  microphone  stand,  which  stood  on  a waist-high  perspex  prism  at 
one  end  of  the  room.  He  was  breathing  sporadically  and  with  great 
difficulty.  He  was  sweating  with  singular  ease. 

"People,  guests,  could  1 have  your  attention,"  he  wheezed, 
"please." 

No  one  paid  any  attention.  He  turned  the  microphone  on. 
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"People.  Guests..."  He  paused.  He  wheezed  again.  "The  moment 
we  have  been  anxiously  awaiting..." 

"Awww,  shaddap,"  shouted  a purple  Wagcommie  from  the  back 
of  the  room.  There  was  light  applause. 

"The  moment... is  upon  us!"  he  gasped,  and  pushed  a button  on 
the  podium,  which  revealed  a large  telescreen  on  the  wall  to  his  left. 

Neat,  thought  Tundra.  Galactic  pofno. 

A view  came  onto  the  telescreen,  but  it  was  not  Debbie  Does  the 
Milky  Way.  It  was  the  new  bridge. 

On  a rickety,  particle  board  platform  near  the  middle  of  the 
bridge,  was  the  mayor  of  the  City  of  Squal.  Beside  him  were  two 
incredibly  begrimed  construction  workers,  who  looked  as  though 
they  bathed  regularly  in  wet  cement.  The  mayor  thought  that  this 
would  be  an  ’earthy'  touch.  But  they  weren't  on  Earth.  It  was 
actually  a squalid  touch.  In  the  background  were  the  usual  crowd  of 
stuffed  shirts,  who  invariably  attended  ridiculous  ceremonies  like 
this  one. 

Tundra  watched  his  attention  get  up  and  wander  away.  He 
followed  it  over  to  the  bar,  and  tried  to  indulge  in  a drink  and  a 
conversation  with  it.  However,  everytime  his  attention  said 
something,  he  wasn't  listening.  In  their  mutual  best  interest,  the 
two  united  again,  and  focussed  their  powers  of  distraction  on  a girl 
who,  inspite  of  her  metallic  mauve  skin  and  lack  of  visible  ears,  was 
quite  attractive.  She  was  trying,  not  very  successfully,  to  ignore 
Tundra  and  follow  the  goings-on  on  the  telescreen. 

Back  on  the  telescreen,  the  scene  was  lit  rather  eerily  by 
unseen  spotlights.  The  camera  panned  in  for  a close-up,  and  the 
curious  threesome  smiled  for  it. 

A dentist  would  have  gone  and  hung  himself,  had  he  seen  the 
smiles  of  the  two  workers,  (in  fact,  one  star-shaped  creature  did 
leave  the  room  at  that  point,  clearly  upset  about  something.)  A 
sensitive,  sincere  person  would  have  hung  himself  had  he  seen  the 
mayor's  smile.  No  one  else  left  the  room. 

Tundra  continued  pestering  the  girl.  It  was  an  unfortunate 
quirk  of  evolution  that  her  state  of  irritation  at  Tundra's  uninvited 
company,  or  in  fact  at  any  situation  that  normally  evoked  a state  of 
irritation,  came  across  as  a facial  expression  of  pleased  interest.  The 
more  Tundra  spoke,  the  more  upset  she  became,  and  the  more 
pleased  and  interested  she  looked.  After  a few  minutes  of  what 
Tundra  had  considered  a good  conversation,  and  confident  that  he 
had  made  a new  friend,  he  turned  to  face  the  telescreen.  She  was 
fuming,  though  a casual  observer  might  have  seen  one  of  the 
happiest  countenances  in  the  room. 

"It's  about  that  time,  eh?"  said  the  mayor,  in  what  he  thought 
was  a winning,  innocent  fashion.  He  was  a man  of  few  words,  and 
even  fewer  thoughts.  He  had  the  sort  of  hair  that  always  locks  as 
though  it  had  been  just  washed  the  night  before,  and  slept  on  while 
still  wet. 

He  raised  his  scissors,  paused  for  a fraction  of  a second,  and  cut 
the  strand  of  pink  crepe  that  wound  its  way  the  entire  length  of  the 
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bridge.  The  bridge  trembled.  The  crepe  fluttered  downward. 

A steel/ "cable  snapped  like  a bomb  exploding. 

The  party  held  its  breath,  and  even  the  master  of  ceremonies 
checked  his  wheeze.  The  crepe  dipped  into  the  river  and  was  carried 
away  by  the  current.  Another  cable  snapped.  A groan  like  a 
wounded  dinosaur  with  a megaphone,  filled  the  room.  And  the  entire 
bridge  collapsed  into  the  river. 

For  a moment,  the  room  was  silent.  Then  someone  started 
clapping.  Almost  immediately,  the  entire  room  was  on  its  feet  (or 
whatever  passed  for  personal  locomotion),  applauding,  hooting, 
drinking,  hooting,  applauding  and  drinking  some  more.  As  far  as 
they  were  concerned,  the  evening  was  a success. 

Amidst  the  ruckus  and  without  warning,  Tundra  was  clubbed 
from  behind,  baby  seal  fashion.  The  last  image  Tundra  had  been 
aware  of  before  blacking  out,  was  that  of  the  mayor,  being  hurled 
from  the  collapsing  bridge.  Tundra  noticed  that  the  mayor  was  still 
grinning.  In  fact,  he  was  smiling  from  ear  to  ear. 

* 

No  one  noticed  the  dark  stranger  standing  by  his  spaceship, 
eyeing  the  party  house  thoughtfully.  No  one  was  looking. 


Chapter  Five 

Tundra  is  Harolded 


The  next  morning. 

"Have  a seat,  Mr.  Nish." 

Tundra  painfully  fingered  the  walnut  sized  lump  on  the  back  of 
his  head,  and  stepped  into  the  mayor's  office.  "K-nish.  I don't 
believe  in  silent  letters."  He  sat  down  in  a hideous  chair  that  might 
have  been  purchased  at  a 95&  off  sale  at  the  BRICK  warehouse. 

"What  can  I do  for  you?  " spoke  Zeel  McMc,  the  mayor  of  Squal. 
He  had  a slimy  grin  on  his  face  that  telegraphed  the  fact  that  he 
already  knew  the  answer  to  his  question. 
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"I  should  be  asking  that,"  said  Tundra  irritably. 

Zeel  chuckled  witlessly.  "In  time,  you'll  know  everything. 
Very  soon,  hopefully." 

Tundra  knew  when  he  was  being  bullshitted,  and  played  along 
with  it. 

"I  saw  your,  uh,  show." 

"Oh  yes,  did  you!"  Zeel  was  pleased.  "It's  an  annual  event,  you 
know.  Very  big  here  on  Squal.  People  come  from  light  years 
around,  just  to  see  it.  And  me,"  he  added  with  a grin.  He  grabbed  a 
handful  of  what  looked  like  beer  nuts  from  a bowl  on  his  desk,  and 
stuffed  them  down  his  shirt. 
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else  do  you  do  for  kicks  around  here?  I mean,  besides  collapsing 
bridges." 

"Oh,  things.  You'd  enjoy  our  Haggis  eating  contest."  There  was 
a sudden  ruckus  outside. 

"Foow!  Foow!" 

"Pay,  pay,  pay,  pay!!" 

"Krab  FFURH" 

“Mr.  Mayor,  someone  else  here  to  see  you."  A voice  crackled 
over  the  desk  intercom.  No  matter  where  you  were  in  the  cosmos, 
voices  always  crackled  over  intercoms. 

"Let  it  in." 

Tundra  was  getting  edgy.  "What  was  that?" 

"What?" 

"That  noise  outside." 

"Oh  that?  My  spanner  cockiels.  They're  an  excitable  bunch, 
you  know."  He  opened  a window  behind  him  and  leaned  out. 
"Watch.  Hguor!  Hguor!!"  Below,  the  cockiels  began  dashing  around 
in  confused  excitement,  occasionally  looking  up  towards  the  window. 
"Hguor!"  repeated  Zeel. 
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One  bright  mastiff  finally  caught  on.  "Ffur!  FFUR  FFUR 
FFFURR!!"  The  others  took  up  the  chorus,  and  the  air  resounded 
with  their  happy  senseless  noisemaking. 

Zeel  sat  down,  looking  pleased  with  himself.  "I've  just  taught 
them  homonyms,  you  know!” 

The  office  door  opened,  and  an  oldish  fellow,  who  might  have 
been  an  accountant  except  for  the  fact  that  he  was  a librarian, 
entered  the  room.  He  would  have  been  an  unremarkable  chap, 
except  for  the  fact  that  he  was  wearing  trousers  that  could  have 
doubled  as  Italian  drapes. 

"Qlarence,  you're  just  in  time.  Meet  Tundra  Knish." 

Qlarence  and  Tundra  looked  at  each  other,  and  recognition  came 
at  more  or  less  the  same  instant  for  both  of  them.  Qlarence  spoke 
first. 

"I  guess  you're  wondering... well,  it's  like  this." 

Basically  what  had  happened  was  that  Qlarence's  experiments 
had  finally  got  the  better  of  him. 

He  had  accidentally  space-timed  himself  30  years  back,  and  700 
million  miles  away  from  his  lab  on  Qlar,  and  ended  up  on  Squal, 
where  his  latest  subject  had  resided.  This  time,  for  reasons  he  still 
wasn't  sure  of,  he  never  did  get  back  home.  He  suspected  it  was  all 
part  of  a plot  on  the  part  of  his  professor,  to  get  rid  of  him,  because 
he  was  taking  too  long  on  his  thesis,  and  funds  were  running  low. 

So  he  had  given  up  on  Science,  and  settled  into  a reasonably 
comfortable  life  as  a librarian  on  Squal. 

Incidentally,  Qlarence's  trousers  did  have  a logical  explanation. 
You  see,  Qlarence's  mother  was  a math  professor  back  on  Qlar  (at 
the  U of  Q),  and  on  more  than  one  occasion,  had  shrunk  his  Qlarean 
jeans  (similar  to  Jordache,  on  Earth),  down  to  a singularity,  just  to 
prove  a point.  This  so  exasperated  Qlarence  that  he  abandoned  jeans 
altogether,  for  something  altogether  less  shrinkable,  and  given  the 
average  grad  students'  natural  predisposition  to  polyester  and  poor 
taste,  he  naturally  evolved  a liking  for  such  items  as  the 
aforementioned  garmental  blasphemy,  which,  also  incidentally, 
would  have  sufficed  as  seat  covers  for  a 1968  Charger. 

"That's  how  it  happened,"  Qlarence  finished  quietly.  It  was  an 
unsettling  feeling  for  Tundra,  to  see  someone  age  30  years  since 
yesterday  morning.  Qlarence  placed  a curious  looking  book  that  he 
had  been  holding,  on  Zeel's  desk. 

"Here's  what  you  asked  for.  It's  a first  edition,  so  be  careful." 

Zeel  picked  it  up.  "Good,  very  good."  Tundra  shifted 
uncomfortably  in  his  chair.  Zeel  was  looking  at  him  with  just  a 
hint  of  a manic  gleam  in  his  eye. 

"This",  he  waved  the  book  at  Tundra,  "will  explain  all." 

"Oh  yeah?  Well  I've  got  to  be  going,  I think  I left  the  stove  on  at 
home." 

"Forget  about  Earth,  Tundra.  You  can't  go  back.  You've  been 
harolded." 

"Hey...ummm.  What?  Don't  you  mean  heralded?"  Tundra 
corrected. 
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"Nope.  You've  been  prophesied.  Guy  named  Harold."  He  offered 
Ihe  book  lo  Tundra.  "A  long  time  ago.  Long  time.  Isn't  that  so, 
Qlarence?" 

Qlarence  slumped  and  sighed.  "Yes.  Yes  Harold  did." 

Without  warning,  Tundra  leapt  up  on  Zeel's  desk  and  dove 
through  the  window  behind  it.  He  plummeted  lo  the  ground  two 
stories  below,  amidst  a shower  of  broken  glass  and  old  caulking,  and 
landed  without  a scratch.  Without  thinking  of  where  he  was  going, 
he  ran,  away  from  Zeel,  away  from  Qlarence,  but  most  of  all,  away 
from  that  uncomfortable  chair. 

Back  in  the  office,  Qlarence  rose  to  leave.  "If  adventure  has  a 
name..." 

"...it  must  be  Tundra  Knish,"  Zeel  finished.  He  didn't  seem 
perturbed  at  the  turn  of  events.  He  pressed  a button  on  the 
intercom. 

"Mrs.  Del-raz.  See  to  it  that  Mr.  Knish  gets  where  he's  going 
to."  / 

"Certainly,  Mr.  Mayor." 

Outside,  the  cockiels  started  lwohing. 


Chapter  Six 

The  Morning  After 


Stig  was  not  normally  a restful  sleeper  Being  on  another  planet 
and  sharing  a couch  with  a lentil  shaped  creature  from  Prall  didn't 
help.  He  rolled  fitfully  and  almost  fell  off  the  couch.  He  was  still 
half  asleep.  He  remembered  little  from  the  night  before.  He  wished 
he  remembered  less.  He  remembered  the  girl  from  Terril-B.  And  he 
remembered  Valo. 

"Hi.  I'm  Valo.  You'd  never  know  it,  would  you?" 
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“No,  1 guess  not."  Stig  had  said  something  like  that. 

"I  mean,  that  I need  a sex  change." 

"Oh.  No,  that's  interesting." 

"Tell  me  about  it,"  Valo  said  pitifully. 

Stig  didn't  know  what  to  say. 

"It's  not  much  fun,"  mourned  Valo. 

Stig  spoke  up.  "1  have  heard  of  that  sort  of  thing.  1 guess  if 
you're  not  attracted  to  women..." 

"Ha!  I wish  it  were  so  simple.  I wish." 

Stig  didn't  know  what  to  say. 

"I'm  a lesbian  trapped  in  a man's  body,  you  know." 

Merra  had  come  by  just  then  and  dragged  him  off  to  the  bar, 
saving  him  from  a conversation  that  might  have  gone  to  hell  in  a 
bucket. 

Stig  aqain  rolled  fitfully,  and  this  time  he  succeeded  in  vacating 
the  couch.  He  fell  hard  onto  the  floor,  in  the  process  upsetting  a 
plexi-glass  coffee  table  and  its  contents  onto  a lizard-like  creature 
which  was  lying  passed  out  on  the  carpet.  It  did  not  stir  inspite  of 
the  chip  dip,  which,  thanks  to  Stig  it  was  now  lying  in. 

He  opened  his  eyes. 

The  scene  around  him  was  not  pleasant. 

Bottles  and  bodies  lay  strewn  everywhere.  Some  bodies  still 
hung  on  to  their  bottles.  Any  being  in  the  room  could  still  have  made 
a breathalyzer  device  light  up  like  Honest  Ed's  sign. 

There  were  stains  on  the  carpet  that  could  only  have  tfeen 
removed  by  a tactical  nuclear  weapon.  He  scanned  the  room  for 
Merra  or  Tundra,  but  they  were  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

What  Stig  had  been  using  as  a pillow  suddenly  got  up  and 
shuffled  away.  It  stopped  at  the  door  and  let  out  a queer  sort  of  a 
hoot.  Three  other  pillows  unceremoniously  left  their  besotted  owners 
and  joined  the  first.  In  a motion  that  could  only  be  described  as 
'impossible  to  describe',  one  pillow  sprung  onto  the  doorknob  and 
opened  it.  The  pillows  left.  Stig  eyed  the  rest  of  the  couch  warily. 

"Bzzzzzzzzz..." 

A small  black  box  on  the  table  beside  the  couch  was  buzzing,  and 
instinct  took  over.  Stig  had  to  make  at  least  two  sales  today.  He 
reached  over  to  shut  the  alarm  off.  He  fumbled,  and  pressed  a 
small,  plaid  button. 
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Chapter  Seven 

Welcome  To  Mars 

/ 

Afler  five  minutes  or  so  of  running  headlong  down  the  back 
streets  of  Squal  like  an  idiot,  Tundra  realized  that  no  one  was 
chasing  him.  His  childhood  dream  was  parked  right  in  front  of  him. 
No  one  seemed  to  be  watching,  so  he  clambered  in,  and  felt  amazingly 
sneaky. 

It  was  a small  spaceship,  sort  of  a miniature  shuttle  affair. 

Though  by  galactic  standards  it  was  quite  dated,  its  control 
panel  made  Earth's  space  shuttle  look  like  an  8-speed  blender. 
Failing  to  see  a button  that  said  'Push  to  Start'  or  something,  he 
pressed  one  at  random.  The  ship's  radio  blared  to  life  with  the 
sounds  of  Bronowski  Beat,  the  hippest  synth-pop  sound  this  side  of 
Betelgeuse.  They  were  the  latest  all-gay-historian/humanist  band  to 
come  out  of  Skaz-67.  He  pressed  another  button. 

The  seat  next  to  him  ejected  suddenly. 

"Try  the  plaid  one,"  a voice  crackled. 

"How's  that?" 

"The  plaid  button.  Press  it."  The  ship's  $4  billion  computer 
system  was  speaking  to  him  through  a $4.95  speaker.  Tundra 
reached  for  the  plaid  button,  which  was  situated  at  one  end  of  a row 
of  brightly  lit  argyle  buttons,  then  stopped. 

"Hey.  How  do  I know  what..." 

"Don't  argue.  Just  do  it,"  the  computer  sputtered.  "You'll  never 
make  it  to  the  next  chapter  otherwise.  Ask  the  narrator."  Tundra 
couldn't  argue  with  that.  He  pressed  it,  and  the  ship  lurched 
upwards.  For  a second,  it  hovered  near  the  ground.  Then  it 
disappeared. 
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Almost  immediately,  a sickly  vertigo  assailed  his  senses,  and  a 
vise-grip-like  feeling  in  his  stomach  threatened  to  regurgitate  all  of 
the  junk  food  he  had  eaten  at  the  party  last  night.  For  a moment, 
he  was  a kid  again,  on  some  wild  ride  at  the  summer  amusement 
park. 

Whoosh!  the  roller  coaster  plumetted  earthwards. 

Zoom!  the  triple  f err  is  wheel  spiralled  skywards. 

Sploosh! 

A trans-gaiactic  hyper-pigeon  splatted  and  bounced  off  the 
windshield  of  the  spaceship. 

Splat!  Splat-crash  spllatt!  The  ship  was  passing  through  a 
flock  of  the  hapless  creatures,  on  their  annual  migratory  route  to  the 
other  end  of  the  galaxy.  The  annual  migrations  were  a mystery  to 
the  scientific  world,  in  light  of  the  fact  that  it  took  over  500,000 
years  to  cross  the  galaxy. 

Tundra  was  searching  for  a windshield  wiper  button,  when  the 
sense  of  motion  ceased.  He  tried  peering  out  the  >vindow  through  the 
splattered  pigeon  remains,  but  couldn’t  see  a thing.  He  looked  at  the 
clock  on  the  control  board,  but  as  in  every  other  vehicle  ever  made 
anywhere,  ever,  in  the  entire  universe,  it  did  not  work. 

MHey,  what’s  up?  Where  are  we?” 

"Mars,  naturally." 

"Gimme  a break." 

Deciding  to  do  things  for  himself,  he  grabbed  hold  of  a steering 
wheel  of  some  sort,  and  somehow  managed  to  guide  the  ship  down  to 
a solid  surface.  It  stopped  very  suddenly,  with  an  odd  sound  that  he 
couldn’t  quite  place.  "So  much  for  computers,"  he  snickered. 

In  fact,  the  ship  was  programmed  to  land  of  its  own  accord,  but 
so  subtly  as  to  make  the  occupant  think  that  he/she/it  was  in 
control;  the  steering  wheel  was  just  a placebo,  in  much  the  same 
manner  as  the  'close  door'  buttons  on  elevators. 

Stepping  out  gingerly  onto  the  foreign  landscape,  no  red-desert 
scene  met  his  eyes.  No  canals,  no  craters.  Not  even  a green  monster 
with  eyes  dangling  on  stalks. 

The  landscape  was  actually  rather  flat  and  greenish.  1 The  soil 
felt  strange  underfoot.  It  felt  almost  like  carpeting. 

The  only  thing  to  break  the  monotony  of  this  depressingly  bleak 
and  featureless  landscape,  was  a large  pink  building  that  was 
thoroughly  and  completely  displeasing  to  the  eyes,  and  which 
somehow  managed  to  simultaneously  offend  several  other  senses  as 
well.  If  it  wasn’t  an  architects  nightmare,  it  was  at  least  a very  bad 
dream. 

Stig  was  more  than  happy  to  see  him.  He  was  so  happy  he 
forgot  to  tremble.  He  was  sitting  on  the  doorstep  of  the  unpleasant 
structure,  looking  at  Tundra  as  though  he  were  an  apparition. 

"H-h-heh-heh-haaaahHaaaaa!  I guess  a ghost's  better  than..." 
He  didn't  know  what  it  was  better  than.  Then  he  remembered. 
"...Nothing  at  all!  HaaaHAAAA!" 

Tundra  offered  a hand. 

"Here.  Get  up."  Stig  grasped. 
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"Whoa~ho!  Very  realislic!  Or  is  it  surreal. ..ISTIC?  Hyuck!"  In 
a bound,  he  was  at  the  door,  knocking  madly.  "Buy  some  damn 
books,  hey?!  They're  educational,  don't  you  have  kids  in  school? 
Easy. . .monthly . . .payments. . . . " 

He  collapsed  against  the  door,  a bundle  of  neuroses  and  galactic 
shock. 

"This  is  no  time  to  fall  to  pieces.  C'mon.  Up!"  Tundra  smacked 
him  hard  on  the  head.  "You  know  what  my  granddad  used  to  say 
about  life?"  Stig  stopped  whimpering  and  looked  up,  anxious  to  avoid 
another  blow. 

"W-what  did  he  used  to  say?" 

"He  used  to  say,"  Tundra  thought  quickly,  "that  when  things 
are  bad... they're  not  that  bad.  And  when  they're  good,  they  can 
always  be  better,  but  never  buy  pencils  from  a blind  man,  since 
they  usually  still  have  partial  vision,  and  things  can  always  be 
worse.  And  it  just  goes  to  show  you". 

Stig  got  up,  trying  to  smooth  out  his  hopelessly  rumpled  jacket. 
The  manic  gleam  was  gone  from  his  eyes.  "S-sounds  like  a wise 
man,  your  grandfather." 

"Actually,  he  was  a nut.  But  he  got  you  on  your  feet,  eh?" 

The  door  opened  suddenly. 

The  dark  stranger  was  in  it. 

"Your  friend  is  right,  Tundra  Knish.  Wise  man,  your 
grandfather.  After  all,  sanily  is  only  a state  of  mind." 

"Who're  you?"  Tundra's  eyes  narrowed,  not  out  of  instinctive 
animal  suspicion,  but  to  reduce  the  glare  coming  from  the  man's 
mirror  shades.  "And  how  do  you  know  who  I am?" 

"You  did  not  come  here  by  chance.  You  have  been  harolded." 

"So  I've  heard." 

"I  am  El-ron  Hubbard.  Welcome  to  Mars." 


*** 

^ The  Jasper-9  touched  down  neatly  on  the  velcro  surface  of  the 

^ largish  asteroid  Mars-438,  just  in  front  of  the  ugly  building  that 
x Tundra  and  Stig  had  walked  into  a moment  ago. 

It  was  no  coincidence  that  every  planetary  system  in  the 
universe  had  a planet  or  asteroid  called  Mars.  It  had  been  part  of  a 
decision  on  the  part  of  the  Trans-Dimensional  Governing  Body,  to  do 
this  in  the  interests  of  establishing  a literature  of  science  fiction  in 
each  advanced  civilization.  What  the  motivation  for  this  could  be,  no 
one  was  quite  sure;  though  it  was  certain  that  science  fiction  could 
not  exist  without  a place  like  Mars  to  write  about.  It  was  also  no 
coincidence  that  each  advanced  civilization  had  one  prolific  idiot 
named  Isaac  Asimov  who  took  full  advantage  of  the  situation,  but 
that's  another  story,  or  perhaps  several  hundred. 

Mars-438  had  once  been  a fluorishing  little  asteroid,  populated 
with  several  thousand  happy-go-lucky  gremlin-like  creatures  whose 
sole  function  as  a society,  aside  from  being  happy-go-lucky,  was  to 
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mine  the  naturally  enriched  uranium  which  composed  the  core  of 
their  asteroid.  It  was  all  being  exported  to  the  planet  Qzmeow  in  a 
nearby  star  system,  not  to  make  thermonuclear  weapons,  but  as 
rather  overpriced  party  snacks. 

QuasiFoods  Inc.,  the  manufacturer  of  'Glo-balls',  had  mounted 
such  a succesful  lifestyle  advertising  campaign,  that  nine  out  of  ten 
upper  middle  class  Qzmites  would  deliberately  starve  themselves  to 
death  if  not  fed  the  deadly  appetizers. 

As  it  always  does,  the  inevitable  finally  happened. 

Not  having  a great  deal  of  foresight,  the  gremlins  of  Mars-438 
one  day  found  themselves  with  a hollow  asteroid  and  no  gravity.  In 
a heroic  effort  to  hold  the  fabric  of  their  society  together,  they 
adopted  velcro  as  the  fabric  of  their  society,  and  covered  themselves 
and  the  entire  surface  of  the  asteroid  with  the  stuff.  But  it  wasn't 
good  enough,  and  one  by  one,  they  found  themselves  drifting 
helplessly  off  into  space.  Their  civilization  was  destroyed,  but 
rumour  had  it  that  some  of  the  creatures  were  smart  enough  to  take 
refuge  inside  the  hollow  network  of  mines  inside  the  asteroid. 

H'aque  stepped  down  onto  the  velcro. 


Chapter  Eight 


The  Velcro-Fiends  from  Mars 


El-ron  led  Tundra  and  Stig  through  a maze  of  darkened 
hallways  that  branched  off  at  crazy  angles  that  made  no  sense, 
architecturally  speaking,  at  all.  They  emerged  into  a room,  only 
slightly  better  lit  than  the  darkened  hallways.  It  seemed  to  be  a lab 
of  some  sort,  though  its  purpose  Tundra  did  not  care  to  guess, 

" Gor  o . . . Zig . . . zotelo-yakk . " 
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El-ron's  command  sent  two  basketball-sized  spheres,  which  had 
been  standing  by  a complex  machine  of  some  sort,  rolling  off  into  the 
corner.  They  glared  menacingly  at  Tundra,  which  was  quite  a feat 
for  essentially  featureless  objects.  El-ron  motioned  Tundra  and  Stig 
to  a pair  of  bean  bag  chairs,  and  sat  down,  with  some  difficulty,  on 
one  himself. 

"You  perhaps  knew  me  on  Earth  as  the  Founder  of  Dianetics." 

"Well  yeah,"  said  Tundra,  "but  why'd  you  change  your  name? 
And  what  are  you  doing  on... Mars?" 

"The  name  change  was  for... tax  purposes."  He  looked  evasive. 
"I'm  not  from  Earth,  as  you  may  have  divined." 

"That's  good  to  know." 

"1  came,"  El-ron  continued,  as  though  he  had  told  this  story 
many  times  to  a few  people,  "from  Planet  X.  My  people..." 

Tundra  interrupted.  "For  Pete's  sake,  Planet-X,  Mars,  isn’t  this 
all  a bit  far-fetched?" 

El-ron  continued,  oblivious. 

"Our  world  was  doomed  from  the  start.  The  only  palatable  food 
on  our  entire  planet  was  the  fruit  of  the  Sikaya  tree.  It  took  fifteen 
years  to  ripen,  then  became  edible  for  four  seconds,  before  rotting 
and  falling  to  the  ground."  He  paused,  continuing  in  a shaky  voice. 

"After  centuries  of  selective  cross-pollenization,  our  scientists 
were  able  to  extend  the  edibility  period  up  to  17  seconds.  But  it  was 
too  late.  Even  the  fastest  pickers  and  shippers  couldn't  get  them  out 
to  market  soon  enough.  One  by  one,  our  people  went  bananas,  from 
eating  rotten  fruit."  His  mirror  shades  gleamed  maniacally.  "But 
I... I alone  survived.  I,  stayed  sane." 

"That's  too  bad,"  said  Tundra.  "I  mean  about  your  planet." 

"Yes,  yes  it  was  bad.  Twenty  years,  Tundra,  for  twenty  years 
I survived  on  rotten  fruit.  Until  I was  rescued  by  a passing 
spaceship."  He  paused,  shifting  his  mirror  shades  higher  up  his  nose. 
"You  realize,  twenty  years  of  rotten  fruit  can  make  a man  very, 
very  bitter  about  life." 

"I  know  what  you  mean,"  confided  Tundra.  "I  ate  a whole 
lemon  once.  I felt  pretty  sour  for  the  next  couple  of  days."  For  no 
particular  reason,  Stig  at  this  moment  was  thinking  about  why 
Band-aids  never  fall  on  the  floor  if  you  try  to  pull  both  strips  off  at 
once. 

There  was  an  excessively  long  silence. 

"The  Universe  has  not  been  kind  to  me,  Tundra  Knish.  I plan  to 
return  the  favour."  He  paused  again,  shifting  his  mirror  shades 
even  higher  up  on  his  nose.  "1  started  off  with  Scientology,  but  have 
since  realized  it  would  not  serve  my  purpose.  It  only  worked  on 
those  who  were  foolish  enough  to  walk  in  off  the  street  and  take,"  he 
stopped  and  chuckled  witlessly,  "a  personality  test."  He  tried  shifting 
his  shades  again,  but  they  would  go  no  further.* 

"But  at  last,  I have  discovered  the  way  to  success." 

"You  mailed  in  a matchbook  cover?" 

"I,  El-ron  Hubbard,  will  soon  be  Warden  of  the  Universe.  I am 
placing  it  under  arrest." 
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"I  was  with  you  up  till  the  rotten  fruit.  How's  that  again?" 

"Milk  crates!!"  saicf  El-ron  momentously,  unsuccessfully  rising 
from  his  bean  bag  chair. 

"Milk  crates?"  said  Tundra. 

"M-Milk  crates?"  echoed  Stig. 

"Think,"  said  El-ron,  his  hands  trembling  with  excitement,  "is 
there  anyone  you  know  who  does  not  own  a milkcrate?" 

"Well,  I never  really  thought  about  it." 

"Well  think  about  it!  What  do  they  all  say,  very  clearly,  very, 
very  clearly,  on  their  sides?  Property  of  Silverwoods.  Property  of 
Dominion  Dairies.  Unauthorized  use  of  case  is  „,  prohibited!!!" 

"Ummm,  yeah." 

"And  what  do  people  do?  They  steal  them.  Blatantly, 
fearlessly,  in  broad  daylight,  sometimes.  I have  seen  it  with  my 
own  eyes." 

"So.  You're  going  to  arrest  the  Earth  for  stealing  milkcrates?" 

"Precisely!" 

"And  then  what?" 

El-ron  paused,  baffled  that  Tundra  could  not  follow  his  logic. 

"Why,  first  Earth,  then..." 

"The  Galaxy?" 

"Precisely!!  And  then..." 

"The  Universe." 

"Now,  you  are  beginning  to  understand." 


"Shit,"  muttered  Tundra,  "talk  about  playing  God." 


Stig  who  had  almost  fallen  asleep  in  the  rather  comfortable  bean 
bag  chair,  piped  up  suddenly.  "I  played  God  once.  In  the  grade  four 
Christmas  play." 

"You,"  El-ron  turned  to  face  him,  "are  expendable.  Shut  up,  or 
you  will  be  vaporized  sooner  than  later.  Mr.  Knish,  on  the  other 
hand,  has  been  Harolded." 

A pained  look  crossed  Tundra's  face. 
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"Even  now,  my  emissaries  are  preparing  Ihe  way.  Weez,  and 
others,  on  Earth.  Zeel  on  Squal."  He  was  visibly  excited.  "You, 
Tundra  Knish,  are  the  greatest  adventurer  the  universe  has  ever 
known.  Adventure  is  your  middle  name,  many  have  said.  You  have 
waded  through  rivers  of  gore,  scaled  icy  peaks,  raided  lost 
temples... shall  I go  on?" 

"Sounds  good  so  far.  What  else  do  people  say  about  me?" 

"The  Book  of  Harold  has  prophesied  such  a person.  That  person 
is  you.  My  plans  for  domination  will  require  your  services." 

El-ron  looked  him  straight  in  the  eye,  which  wasn't  exactly 
fair,  as  his  mirror  shades  did  not  allow  Tundra  the  same  option. 

"Yeah...?" 

"I  cannot  tell  you  more,  until  you  give  me  your  oath  of  loyalty." 

Tundra  thought  about  this  for  a second.  He  looked  at  El-ron's 
mirror  shades,  glinting  manically.  He  noticed  his  greasy  grey  hair 
underneath  the  ridiculous  trucker's  cap  that  he  was  wearing.  In  the 
corner,  the  spheres  were  looking  agitated,  which  again,  was  quite  a 
feat  for  essentially  featureless  objects. 

"If  I refuse?" 

"If  you  refuse,  I can  always  get  Harrison  Ford." 

"Fine.  Get  him.  I don't  need  the  money." 

He  started  heading  for  the  door. 

"I  was  only  joking  about  Harrison  Ford.  It  is  you  I need.  And  if 
you  refuse the  girl  dies." 

"That's  what  you  think."  Merra  suddenly  appeared  in  the 
doorway,  a sphere  at  her  side.  "The  only  chick  in  the  story  is  going 
to  be  the  helpless  hostage,  eh?  You  can  do  better  than  that.  Use 
him,"  she  pointed  at  Stig. 

"M-me?"  Stig  gulped. 

Behind  his  mirror  shades,  El-ron  was  wincing  at  the  turn  of 
events.  "Let's  be  reasonable.  You  can  be  my  queen. ..how's  that?" 

Merra  gave  El-ron  a withering  feminist  glare. 

"Stay  where  you  are,  woman.  The  cyber-spheres  have  particle 
beam  capability."  The  three  spheres  which  were  now  in  the  room 
began  circling  Merra  ominously. 

" 'old  it  right  dere,  you  raving  lunatic!" 

Everyone  turned  to  see  a small  robot  standing  in  the  doorway. 
He  said  something  to  the  spheres  and  they  stopped  circling  Merra  and 
began  spinning  on  their  own  axis.  They  were  happy  to  see  him! 
H'aque  had  met  the  three  spheres  at  a Cybernauts  convention  on 
Arcturus-B  a couple  of  years  ago.  They  had  kept  in  touch,  up  until 
they  had  been  tricked  into  working  for  El-ron,  with  promises  of  all 
the  nubile  hemispherical  shells  they  could  handle. 

"You  'ave  gone  too  far  dis  time,  Mr.  'ubbard.  Molesting  'elpless 
parakeets  in  Guam  is  one  t'ing." 

"Parakeets?"  thought  everyone. 

"But  I 'ave  enough  trouble  looking  after  de  universe,  wid'out 
loonies  like  you  running  around  trying  to  h'arrest  it."  Before  El-ron 
could  do  anything,  H'aque  had  woggled  forward  with  an  aerosol  can 
that  he  had  been  holding  onto,  and  began  spraying  the  stuff  onto  his 
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with  a twist 
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mirror  shades. 


"No,  nol  THAT!  Aggghh!  My  eyes!!1'  He  staggered  and  almost 
toppled  over,  frantically  clawing  the  dessert  topping  from  his  face 
"You  can't  do  this  to  me!!  It  is  prophesy!!!" 


"You  and  your  goddam  Book  of  'arold."  H'aque  turned  to  face 
Tundra.  " 'e  doesn't  even  remember  dat  'e  ‘imself  wrote  it,  while  ’e 
was  in  an  asylum  in  'ull." 

"So  I wasn’t  really  harolded?"  Tundra  felt  an  odd  sort  of 
deflated  feeling. 

"Let's  go,  quick.  We  may  not  'ave  much  time." 

"You're  doomed,  you  hear?  You'll  never  escape!"  El-ron  was 
raving  wildly.  "Meddling  robot!!" 

The  last  sphere  out  the  door  shut  it,  so  they  wouldn't  have  to 
listen  to  his  raving  while  they  made  their  getaway  No  one  had 
noticed,  but  in  the  midst  of  the  ruckus,  El-ron  had  reached  for  a 
lever  set  in  the  wall  and  pulled.  Some  monstrous  mechanism  had 
been  set  in  motion.  The  entire  asteroid  started  trembling  from 
within. 

They  emerged  into  the  open  air,  to  see  the  landscape  in  front  of 
them  heaving  and  pitching  about,  as  though  it  were  a stormy  lake, 
and  not  solid  ground  covered  in  velcro. 

"We  don't  'ave  much  time.  Quick,  the  ships."  They  reached 
their  two  ships,  and  nol  a moment  too  soon.  All  around  them, 
grotesque,  mutant-like  creatures  were  popping  up  from  the  heaving 
landscape.  Their  arms  clasped  and  unclasped  fiendishly,  a curious 
ripping  sound  filling  the  air  with  a sense  of  dread  that  was  difficult 
to  convey. 

"Don’t  bodder  fighting,  just  get  in  your  ship.  Dey  are  mutants, 
you  can't  kill  dem."  Tundra  had  already  hopped  into  his  ship,  and 
came  out  with  a zap  gun.  He  started  blasting  at  the  nearest  of  the 
creatures. 

"Yeah,  but  it's  fun  blowing  holes  in  them  anyways!"  He  kept 
blasting,  until  the  smell  of  burnt  mutant  flesh  filled  the  air. 
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" 'ave  il  your  way."  H'aque  woggled  over  to  the  Jasper-9  with 
the  spheres  in  tow,  and  the  four  of  them  piled  in.  "I  can  'andle 
lunatics,  but  not  mutants.  Bonne  chance,  Tundra  Caniche!"  The  ship 
lifted  off  and  was  gone. 

"Tun,  I could  think  of  safer  places  to  be  right  now,  you  know," 
urged  Merra. 

"Y-yes,  let's  leave,"  urged  Stig. 

"Actually,  I could  eat  a horse,"  whinnied  Tundra,  coolly 
throwing  down  the  zap  gun.  They  squeezed  into  the  miniature 
shuttle  affair,  closing  the  door  just  in  time  to  keep  out  a grasping 
mutant  paw. 

"Whaddya  say  we  go  kosher?"  Concentrating  his  thoughts  on  a 
cozy  little  Jewish  delicatessen  in  Montreal,  Tundra  reached  for  a 
plaid  button,  and  pressed. 

The  ship  lifted  off  with  a sound  that  they  would  now  never 
forget.  It  hovered  for  an  instant,  then  vanished. 

It  was  the  haunting  hollow  sound  of  a million  tiny  hooks 
rending  from  their  loops;  the  same  sound  that  the  former  gremlins  of 
Mars-438  now  made,  after  thousands  of  years  of  mutation  inside  a 
hollow  U-235  planet.  They  turned  their  frustrated  attentions  on  the 
lunatic  mansion  of  El-ron  Hubbard,  and  began  their  slow,  inexorable 
convergence  on  the  structure  and  its  lone  occupant.  Their  obscene 
paws  opened  and  closed,  opened  and  closed,  with  that  curious  ripping 
sound,  that  in  all  the  known  universe,  only  one  fabric  can  make. 


The  End 
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THEY’RE  FINALLY  HERE!!! 


Now  you  can  be  the  talk  of  your  social 
circle  with  your  own  “Cruise  Missile 
Pit  Crew”  T-shirt  and  sweatshirt.  This 
unique  and  humorous  shirt  has 
already  been  fielded  in  other  markets 
with  overwhelming  success.  These 
high  quality,  Canadian  made  shirts  are 
50%  polyester,  50%  cotton  and  are 
available  in  3 styles  with  assorted  col- 
ours. The  sweatshirt  however  is 
available  in  white  only  but  has  proven 
a popular  choice.  The  T-shirt  is 
available  with  a white  body  and  red, 
blue  or  black  neck  and  armband  trim. 
Also  available  are  powder  blue  with 
navy  trim  or  gray  with  black  trim.  The 
baseball  style  (%  sleeve)  is  available 
with  a white  body  and  red,  black, 
blue,  or  yellow  sleeves.  Also  available 
is  a gray  body  with  black  sleeves. 

To  order,  send  $9.00  for  T-shirts, 
$10.00  for  baseball  shirts  (3/4 
sleeve),  and  $14.00  for  sweatshirts. 
Postage  included.  Please  specify 
style,  size  (S-M-L-XL),  colour  and 
quantity. 


MAIL  CHECK  OR  MONEY  ORDER  TO: 
RADICAL  INNOVATIONS 
1555  WARDEN  AVE.  No.  173 
SCARBOROUGH,  ONT. 

M1R-2S9 

Please  allow  4-6  weeks  for  delivery 


THIS  WEEK  AT  HART  HOUSE  Q 

Wednesday  through  Saturday 


Some  tickets  still  available  at 
the  theatre  box  office 
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Information:  978-8668 


Curtain  Time:  8:00  p.m. 
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"it  was  the  bestest  book  I ever  read." 

- Northrop  Frye 

"Food  for  thought." 

- Ethiopian  Digest 

"Billions  and  billions  of  'umans  should  indulge  in  this  masterpiece.” 

- Carl  Say -Again 

"Well,  frankly,  we  begin  bombing  Mars  in  5 minutes.  Heh  heh." 

- Rompin  Ron  at  the  Pentagon 

"Someone  planted  this  novel  in  my  suitcase.  It's  not  mine  and  i haven't 
read  it."  - Dick  Hatfield 

"Ohmmmmmmmmmmmm . " 

- Maharishi  Maheshyogi 

’Lucid,  eloquently  phrased,  rich  in  drama  and  relentless  penetration  of 
character,  this  novel  is  a bold  synthesis  of  ideas  and  narrative  that  never 
eases  to  be  superior  entertainment  as  well." 

- Rent-a-Ouote 

"Unique  in  the  field  of  lurid  trash.” 

- Ilssacc  Asimov 

"111  suer 

- Douglas  Adams 


Long  out  of  print  and  always  in  demand,  Toike  Oike  Publishing  now  brings  you  the  world's 
lowest  literature  in  specially  high  priced  editions.  You'll  want  these  time-tested  classics  for 
your  very  own.  To  order,  just  send  a stamped,  self  addressed  envelope,  and  you  should  get  it 
back  in  a few  days.  Then  scratch  out  your  address  and  replace  it  with  ours.  Please  enclose 
cash  only  (NO  cheques  or  money  orders,  what  kind  of  operation  do  you  think  this  is?)  Toike 
Oike  Publishing,  Box  796,  Stn.  P,  Toronto.  Ontario;  M5S  2Z1 . 

20658  Moulding  Your  Child's  Behaviour  Through  Guilt  and  Fear 

20659  Tap  Dance  Your  Way  To  Social  Ridicule 

20660  Gifts  for  the  Senile 

2066 1 How  You  Can  Convert  Your  Fami  ly  Room  Into  A Garage 
Using  Plywood 

20664  "l  Made  $100  In  Real  Estate" 

20667  How  to  Overcome  Self-Doubt  Through  Pretense  and  Ostentation 

20668  Money  Can  Make  You  Rich 

20669  Packaging  and  Selling  Your  Child 

20670  The  Underachievers  Guide  to  Very  Very  Small  Business  Opportunities 

2067 1 Burgleproof  Your  Home  With  Concrete 

20674  How  to  Draw  Genitalia 

20675  The  Complete  Works  of  Igor  as  Read  by  William  Shakespeare 


DISCLAIMER 


This  book  is  intended  to  be  humorous  but  mostly  to  give  an  in-depth 
account  of  the  fundamental  principles  of  the  Velcro  Fiends  from  Mars. 
The  consumption  of  food  and  beverages  is  prohibited  while  reading  this 
book.  The  book  opens  at  9:00  am  and  closes  at  1 ^ :30  pm  on  weekdays 
and  Saturdays.  It  closes  at  5:30  pm  on  Sundays.  The  film  version  is 
available  on  Beta  and  VHS  for  a reasonable  price,  at  fine  video  shops 
everywhere. 


Overdue  Policy: 


Fines  of  fifty  cents  per  day  will  be  levied  for  all 
overdue  materials  for  the  first  week  of  offence, 
whereupon  the  fine  will  be  increased  to  one 
hundred  dollars,  and  book  police  will  be  sent 
out  to  recover  the  overdue  material.  They  are 
authorized  to  subject  you  to  ...  to  ...  blood 
sucking  monkeys  from  Connecticut!. ..and...  to 
make  you  eat  coffee  flavoured  yoghurt. ..and  to 
make  you  watch  "Dune"  even  before  you  read 
the  book  and.  and...  to  make  you  eat  lunch 
with  Ed  Broadbent  and  Mila  Mulroney...at  the 
same  time!  ...and...  and... 


Have  a nice  day! 
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ABOUT  THE  AUTHOR 


APOLOGY 

We  apologize  for  the  sum  total  of  the 
previous  pages.  Due  to  this  wastage 
there  is  no  room  for  the  remainder  of 
this  issue  of  the  Mosquito  News.  We 
therefore  present  the  poem  "Oh 
apologies"  by  e.e.  cummings,  to 
atone  for  our  earlier  typesetting 
mistakes. 

Ode  to  Apollo 
By  C.  Sanders 

No  way  back  from  the 
farthest  extremes 
No  release  from  this  most 
awful  of  dreams 
Can't  see  past  my  nose 
It's  too  far  away 
The  people  are  screaming 
and  eating  fried  chicken 


Igor  was  born  in  1962  in  a 
hospital.  His  schooling  odyssey  ( 
began  soon  after.  In  nursery  school, 
he  was  expelled  for  tying  plastic 
bags  around  the  other  kids'  heads. 
Public  school  saw  the  beginnings  of 
his  present  day  psychoses,  where  he 
began  hanging  out  with  bad  apples 
and  overripe  kiwi  fruit.  In  high  school 
his  zot  and  sheep  fetishes  became 
permanently  ensconced  in  his 
persona,  and  he  was  voted  most 
likely  to  be  on  parole.  His  first 
publication  was  soon  released:  i 

Was  a Teenage  Vandal. 

His  present  hobbies  include  salting 
his  sidewalk  (all  year  round),  arguing 
with  fences,  and  taking  long  walks  in 
his  room.  Casual  acquaintances 
think  he's  a bit  of  a goof,  and  his  good 
friends,  if  he  had  any,  would  verify 
this. 
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They  hitchhike  from  all  over 
the  galaxy  to 


